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Lot as molten lead, <k as. heauv too; God'kcepelead cutofm ' 
I need no more weight t lien mine owne bowels. I iiaueled *’ 
rag of Muffins where they are pepperd:chere-s not three of 2 
ly o. left aliue, and they are for the cowries end, to beg d drj 
lifcbuc who conies here? Enter the Prince, 

7>rin .What, ftandft thou idle here? lend «ie thy fword,! 
Many a noble man lies.ftarkc and ftifre, 

Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies, 

Wliofe deaths are yct vnr.eueg’d^Ipretheclend ine thy tlvord, 
Pd. O Hal, I prcth.ee giue meicaucto breathe a wliilerTnrke 
Gregorie neuer did luch deeds m arines , as 1 haue. done this 
day, I Lime paid Percy, 1 haue made him fare* 

Pritt. Hc is indeed, and huing to kill thee; 

Ipretheclend mcthyfword. 

Fat, Nay, before God, Hal,if Percy be aliue, thougecihot 
my llvord, but take my piftol if thouwilt. 

Prin, Glue it me: what? is itin die cafe? 

Fa/. I H al,t’is hot, t’is hot, there's that will facke a Citie, 

T heVrince drakes it outytnd finds it to be a bottle of Sacke. 
frits. W hat, is it a time to ielt and dally now? 

He thrones the bottle at him.. h.rl&iifol 

Fal, Well, if Percy be aliue, lie pierce him, if h&dpecojne 
in my way: fo, if liee doe not, if I come In his wdliri^l/, let lira 
make a Carbonado of mc.l like not fuch grinning honour as lir 
Walter luthrgnie me life , which-if I can lane, ,(o ; if not, .he* 
nour comes vniookt for, and there's, an end. 

Alarme^xcHrfiionsfiEMer the King, she Prince,Lordloh>i 
of Lancaster jvtd Earle ofWeftmerland. 

King, I prethec Harry, withdraw thy lelfe, thoublecdelUoe 
much. Lord Iohn of Lancafter, go you with him, 
JL/£>A».NotI,myLoid,vnlefIel did bleedtoo. 

Prin. I b cfcecli your Maieftie, make vp, 
Leaftyourrecircmentdoeamaze your friends,. ( tcnt; 

King. I will doe fo:tny Lord of W eihnerland,lead him to lus 
Weft. Come, iny Lord,ile lead you to your tent. 

Vrin. Lead me, my Lord? I doe not need your lidpe? 

And God forbid a 1 hallow leratch lliould drnie . 

TJi? 


cfj-ic ary tvcfourwr ^ 

The Prince of Wales fro m fuch a fieldasthis, 

VVkre ftain'dnobilitic lies troden on, 

An a rebels armes triumph in mafiacrcs. 
joh.We breatlte too long,comc,coofen Weftmttlftd, 
Ourduetie thisway lies: for Gods fake come. 

Pm, By God, thou haft deceiu’d me, Lancafter, 

I did not thinke th ec Lord of fuch a Ipirit : 

Before,/ lou'dthee as a brother Iohn, 

Butnow,! doe refpecVthec as my foulc. 

King. I favv him iiolde Lord Pei cy at the point. 

With lufticr maintenance then /did looke for 
Of liich aii vngrownc warrior. 

Prin, 6,tIns.boy lends metal! to vs all. Exit. 

Deng. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the DougIas,fatau to all cliofc 

Xhtfswcare thole colours on them. What artthon 

That counterfetftthe perfon ofa king J 
JCi#,The king himfelt^who Douglas grieues at heart. 

So many of his ihadowes thou haft met 
And not the very king : I haue two boyes 
Seeke P ercie and thy felfe about the field. 

But feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 

I will allay thee, and defend thy felfe, 

Doug, I feare thou art another counterfet. 

And yet, in faith, thou beareft thee like aking, 
hut mine, I am furc, thou art, who cr’e thou be: 

And thus I winne thee, 

T hey fight } t he King being in danger fiEnttr ‘ Prince of Wales* 
frtn. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot,or thou art like 
Neuer colloid it,vp againe, the Ipirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunr, are in my armes; 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifeth, b ut lie meanes to pay* 

7 hey fight, Douglas flieth. 

Chcerc!y,njy Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hathfor.fuccourfent. 

And fohath Cliff on; ileto Clifton ftraight, 

Xty Stay, and -breathe a. while : 
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